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A collection of poetry and art by two brothers. 


THESE WORDS 
Ah, 
These words 


So precious in meaning 


But in substance there is naught. 


What will become of them 
When this paper, 

Which gives them form 
Turns yellow, and crumbles 
Into dust? 
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Foreword 


“These Words: Collected Shades of Meaning,” was a collaborative effort between me and my brother, Kai 
Wolfram — he the contributing artist, and me the poet. 


Over the years, I have much admired my late brother’s artistic abilities, as evidenced by my homage to him 
in my poem, “The Master,” that can be found within this collection. 


Written in the late 1980’s, these poems helped me deal with pent-up, late teenage angst, and those creative 
cravings that demanded a release; I was in university at the time. Originally produced in a limited, unpublished run 
of ten books, in December 1987, it never occurred to me to publish the collection to a wider audience — until now. 


I lost my brother in August of 2018, and I thought that one way of honouring his memory is to re-issue this 
collection in published form. In addition to the collection’s original three pieces of art, I have added some additional 
pieces that are in my possession, and which he finished a few years later. I have also appended my September 2018 
eulogy to my brother, and some photos at the end of this collection. 


A very close and dear, art college friend of Kai’s, Mr. Paul R. James, is presently in the process of 
collecting and photographing much of my brother’s extensive body of work, in hopes of bringing it out as a “coffee 
table” style, book of art. This will finally allow the public to view what Kai so stubbornly wanted to keep hidden 
because of his insecurities, and they will then see for themselves, the amazing talent that my brother once exhibited. 


As to these poems, when you read them you are reading the words of a much younger man, with a younger 
man’s issues, and I am no longer that man. I have written and published some poetry since my university years in 
anthologies such as “Word Fest,” and “Canadian Imprints,” however, new writing projects beckon that will take 
my attention away from creating new poetry. Please be kind to the younger man who composed these poems (I have 
to be!), and please note, that outside of a few tweaks here and there, they are largely as they were when first 
composed way back in the 1980’s (warts and all). 


I hope you enjoy this small taste of my brother’s art. He worked in a variety of artistic mediums, and was 
very good at all of them. It is a double tragedy that he refused to allow his art to be shown to a wider audience, and 
then, died before he ever achieved the recognition he so rightly deserved. 


Hans Victor IV von Maltzahn 


Mississauga, 2019 





Kaiand | signing the original collection onthe 15 of December, 1987. 
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AkhnaTON, 1989, steel engraving on parchment paper. 


With Silence Comes the Good 
Remember, 
Only good and pleasant things 
In life. 
Those times which brought 
Much warmth and joy 


Into your heart. 


Life is too short, 
To worry and ponder 
Only the tragic 


In life. 


Sit in a dark, silent room, 
Close your eyes, 

Then concentrate — 

On nothing, 

Think — 

About nothing, 


And all will come to you then. 





hv — Mar. ‘85 


The Forest 
There is a gentle rustling 
On the forest floor, 
I look around me 
And see the wind 
Chase the leaves in and out, 
‘round and ‘round, 
Backward and forward 
Amid the tall, 
Barren 


trees of the forest. 


I look above me, 

Through the naked branches 
Toward the quiet grey 

Of the morning sky. 

There are no clouds, 

No sun, 

For both have melted into the air. 
All have become one. 

Together they glow, 


A soft glow of white. 


A river, ever so small, 
Gushes and gurgles 
Between the stones, 
Through, 

The thin reeds, 
Under, a fallen tree. 


It gently continues on its way, 


Swirling, ever happily onward. 


All remains subdued. 

No loud chatter comes from bird 
Or beast. 

IT remain still, 

And strain to hear, 

But nothing will come, 

Except 

A gentle rustle, 

And the quiet whistle, 


Of the morning wind. 





hv — Apr. ‘86 
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The Field 
Beyond the edge of the forest, 
Lay a vast ocean of green. 
Small islands of yellow, pink, 
And violet, 
Dot this rich emerald sea. 
Hill upon hill, giving shape 
To this field; 
A steady rise, then gentle fall, 


And more of the same. 


I stand knee high, 
In this rich green stuff; 
Each blade, 


So thin and equally as sharp. 


A single blade of grass, 

So frail, 

Bent under the weight of 

An unwelcome load. 

A dew drop, the 

Tears of God, 

Hangs motionless, gleaming 

In the morning sun. 

A slight shiver, the drop released, 


To be replaced by another. 


The earth on which I stand, 
Feels the first rays of light. 


It sheds its glistening blanket, 
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Becomes warm, and glows with life. 


An ant, 

Six legs working 

In harmony, 

Scurries through the bush, 
Jaws clamped tight ‘round 
Its meal. 

Its jungle, a thousand times 
Its size, 


Is the great green field. 


There is a peace, 
Beyond the forest’s edge. 
It settles upon the field, 


Ready, for this brand new day. 





hv — Feb. ‘87 
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Images from a Bygone Day 
Here stands a soul 
Of the past 
Captured — forever standing 
Walking stick upraised 
Book in hand 
Locked by paint and canvas 


On its eternal walk. 


The brush, through magic 
artist’s skill 

forms sky — perpetual blue, 
field — golden through, 
distant forest and church — 
shadows of a bygone time 
just in sight 


but lost from mind. 


With what purpose had this soul 

Gone on its walk? 

Through introspection — to discover self 
In the nature around it? 

To see the birds above it, 

Breathe the scent of flowers, 


Wheat, the life surrounding it? 


Dirt path, grass, stone, field, 
Forest, church, sky — soul. 
Is there life beyond this home? 


The canvas as home 
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To this moment, 
One second, 


Amid the collection called Time. 





hv — Oct. ‘87 





Magi #2, 1991, charcoal and pencil on parchment paper. 
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A Union 
A blessing washes by us, 
Through the cosmic stillness. 
This wave of love 
Wets and cools the shores of Earth. 
Humankind, together, is invited to share 
With a multitude of others, 
God’s greatest gift — his music of the spheres. 


A harmony of warmth, comfort, and joy. 


A peaceful and yet precise music, 
By which all of life operates. 
Without it, there is nothing, 


With it, everything! 


Raise your eyes to the sky. 
Let your ears tune to the heavens. 
Humankind, come down off your thrones, 
Slow down your reckless pace. 
Do not lose this chance 
To be part of God’s grace. 
As a civilization among many, 
A planet among many more, 
Reach out to your brothers on a distant shore. 
Share with them, 
As you would with your own. 
For we are all part of God’s plan, 


Part of his music of the spheres. 





hv - 1986 
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Morningstar, 1987, wood cut in two ink colours on parchment paper. 
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Nonsense 
Moon 
Moonrise over 
Novgarron. 
I hear cowbells 
Distantly. 
Silently smiles 
Shimmer, while 
Under sheets of rain 


There is hope. 


What? 

What lies between 

Life and death? 
Uncertainty only comes to 
Those who wait, 

So let us sing while 

The sky falls 

Around our knees and 
Swirls 


In pools of sorrow. 





hv — Jun. ‘87 
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Her Presence 
In the silence of the night, 
My immediate world at peace, 
I have time to reflect, 
To pause. 
A cool and gentle breeze 
Blows, 
Through my window. Quiet, 


All around. 


The night has come. 

She speaks to me in whispers. 
I lay back and listen, 

Her story centuries old. 

She hides all, and yet, 


Nothing remains her secret. 


I take comfort 

In her presence, wrapped up 
In her vast cloak. 

Gently her voice continues, 


Murmurs in my ear. 


My eyes heavy, 

Her song sweet, 

My mind at peace, 

I find myself slipping, 
Spiralling downward, 


Into her sweet oblivion. 





hv — Dec. ‘86/2013 


18 


She-ghosts 
Ihave felt them. 
Ihave felt with them. 
They were there and filled 
My emptiness, 
A longing, 
As our souls met for 


So brief a moment. 


I lean against a wooden rail, 

Ornate furniture and plush carpets 
Surround me. 

A small room, a 

Close room, a 

Room filled with strangers, 

And air 

Heavy with smoke and conversation. 


I was foreigner, in a foreign land. 


Her voice cut though 
The loneliness, 

Gentle and compelling. 
Turning, I see her, 
Eyes meet, 

Souls touch, we are 


One. 


With her ivory hand, 
She gently pats the space 


Beside her. 
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“Why don’t you sit down?” 
Her request, the firm 
Gentleness of it, 

I could not refuse. 

Nothing else said, 

Nothing else need be said, 

The brief encounter ended with 


Everlasting contact made. 


I saw her last, 

Across a vast 

Ocean of luggage. 

Not a word was spoken, just 
Trading a final look, 

A silent communion. 

oh ok 

A second came by, 

The encounter not so brief, 
But the ending 


More sudden and just as final. 


She too had deep, dark eyes, 
Dark hair and a mysterious air; 
Light and elusive was she. 

As compelling as a siren, 

As beautiful as Helen, 

As silent as a mouse, 

And as definite as a shadow. 


She stole my heart, 
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Imprisoned my curiosity, 


And cast me forever into uncertainty 


I once more long to see, 
These two passing shadows. 
To communicate 

With these She-Ghosts, 


Who have faded from sight, 





But never from memory. 


hv - 1987 
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For Someone I Love 
Up from the depths, 
From the very innermost recesses 
Of her heart, 
Wells up such a love 
As is very little found, 


But so often sought. 


Blessed art thou, 

Whose warmth touches all around you. 
Blessed art thou 

Whose smile melts the coldest of hearts, 


And heals even the most wounded of souls. 


Life surges within you. 
It sparkles in your eyes. 
It rings clear and true, 
In you laughter. 

You give new hope. 


In your presence, there is comfort. 


Blessed art thou, 
An angel from heaven. 


Graced with God’s love, 





You give of it freely. 


hv - 1986 
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A Thank You 
Anything brought forth from a glad heart 


Is beautiful. 


Not the beauty which 

Is made to deceive, 

To invite envy, to stir jealousy, 

To incite hatred; 

Not that which will remain forever superficial, 


That is ever fleeting. 


From a glad heart comes 

The beauty of overwhelming love, 
Of joy complete, of sheer desire to 
Share that love within, 

And to produce happiness, and 


Eternal friendship. 


A beauty that will ever remain a beacon 
In that wine dark sea, 

Touching others 

And making glad their hearts. 

For what is once shared, 

Will always be shared; and 


So your beauty will out shine the darkness. 


THANK YOU. 


hv — Dec. ‘86 
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Self, 1987, woodcut on parchment paper. 


Christmas 
The hardwood fire crackles 
In the hearth, 
Christmas decorations glitter 
In the reflected light of the blaze. 
A fragrance of Black Forest cooking 
Mingles with 
The perfume of the fruit and flowers. 
And while all is warm and 
Comfortable inside, 
One looks out of a frosted window 
Toward 
The rolling sea of white, laid out 


Under a twilight sky. 


Rooftops, fence posts, and roadways, 
Fields, forests, and glens, 
All are covered in a silky soft, 


Blanket of white. 


You stand in the seclusion 

Of the porch, 

Looking away, away from the familiar, 
And out into the night. 

Your mind is sharpened with 

The biting cold of the wind. 

Memories of Christmases, 

Chasing each other, 

With a dogged persistence. 


One step follows another, you 
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Walk the lonely, country road. 


Alone again, another bitter Christmas. 


Stars break through, the gloom 
Overhung with a veil of white. 
All is quiet. 


You are left to struggle on alone. 


The minutes, the hours, the days pass 
With each falling flake of snow. 
You’re older, but hardly wiser to 
What life is, or 

To what it has to offer you; yet 


Another struggle you are left to face. 


Continuing down this road, so cold, 

So dark, so misleadingly 

Friendly in its coat of white, 

You suddenly come upon 

A stranger, his hand out-stretched toward 
You. 


The bitterness is gone. 





hv — Dec. ‘85 
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Never Forgotten 
With the passage of time, 
Old friendships fade. 
Communication dies, but 
Once the impression is made, 


The memory will live on forever. 


Intimacies may, or may not stay, 

Old allegiances come and go, 

But once you have been something, 
Lived and breathed something, 

That something becomes a part of you, 


Embedded deep within your soul. 


Do not grieve, 

Over companionship lost, 
For, if ne’er we meet again, 
We shall still be close, 


As close as a memory away. 


You will be, never forgotten! 





hv — Jan. ‘87 
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As Above So Below, 1988, steel engraving on parchment paper 
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The Young Man 
(Poem based on Norman Rockwell’s painting, “The Young Man’’) 
Deep in the mists of time, 
Hidden amid the clutter of life, 
Yea, what peace do I see, 


Upon that solemn face of the youth? 


What promise does his countenance hold? 
What foresight do his actions proclaim? 
What hope does his being offer? 

While he quietly reposes, 

In the tiny room, that chamber, 


Bathed in amber light. 


I see a past, a paradise forgotten. 
I see a present, secure but poor. 
I see a future, his future, 


Fulfilled and happy. 


See how sure he holds himself, 
Yet gentle of manner. 

What great and noble deeds, 
Will follow at his heel? 

It is with a firmness of mind, 


That his future will be assured. 


Armed with dreams, honed down 
By Life’s rough stone, 
He uses their cutting edge 


To reap his bountiful harvest. 
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So still he remains, 

At this lonely hour. 

He prepares for that day, his hour, 
When life, for him, is made. 

He is there, in that room, 

That lonely chamber, 


Bathed in amber light. 





hv — Feb. ‘87 
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..-Any Good That I Can Do... 


They travel Life’s road 
Unaware of their influence, 
And the comfort they bring. 
They are good fortune 


In simple garb. 


We can only 

Do the best that we can 
With what we’ve got. 

We remain uncertain 
Whether what we do is 

The right thing, 

Or whether something more 


Could be done. 


Some call them saints, 
Others, just good men. 
They are symbols of unity 


And peace in our time. 


Be as good as you can be, 

Try the best that you can, 

And develop yourself to 

Your greatest potential. 

But most of all press on. 

Press on, for ultimately you are alone, 


Managing your own fate. 


As a quiet harbour 
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In a raging storm, 
They offer shelter 


And needed aid. 


Let every man do his share 
And, perhaps more. 
But do not chastise him if, 


Through ignorance, 


He falls short of your expectations. 


Learn about yourself, 

Your faults and shortcomings, 
Learn to live with yourself, 
Like yourself, 

Then you may begin to live for 
And love others. 


hv — Mar. ‘87 
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The Master 
(For Kai Wolfram) 
With a vicious sweep 
Of his delicate, white hand, 
Our reality — society’s stability — 


Crumbles into dust. 


Our self-importance impresses him not, 
Nor do our self-proclaimed morals, 
Our pitiful squeaks go unheard, 


We are ignored. 


We, with envious eyes 

Can only watch 

As love of life, ecstasy of art, 

A plethora of religions and philosophies 
Fill his soul, making his being sing 
Through canvas and brush; 

The clearest images 

Our primitive eyes have ever, 


Or will ever see. 


The gods of the ages 

Look upon him smiling 

Urging his fragile frame onward. 
He is their voice, their composer 
Of symphonies for our eyes. 
They ignore us too, 

Interested in only him 


And his kind. 
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We pompous, prattling little children 
Bitterly hurt at being pushed aside, 
Chastise him in his presence, 

But greedily devour the little trail of tidbits 
He leaves behind, 


Secretly wishing that we were he! 





hv — Oct. *87/2013 





Self Portrait as a Dandy, 2003, ink & pencil crayon on parchment. 
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Self Revisited 
Seated swathed in silent sounds 
Wreathed in a somber 
Silver halo 
I draw gently upon my reed 


Of tranquility. 


Wind beaten branch taps lightly 
A beat upon my pane 

Blending with 

Lute like tones whistled 
Through the cracks, crevasses 


And fissures of my life. 


Ethereal spirit flits and flies 
Dancing amid the flaming hearth 
Shedding candescent comfort 
And resembling 


Life eternal, uncertain. 


I smile at these familiarities 
Gentle powers 

Giving strength and surety 
Through shifting eons. 
Timeless havens of happiness 


That only the wary can enjoy. 


My being weary, I rest, 
Tired of giving fight, 


Tired of chasing irrelevancies, 
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Tired of following a dream 


That was never meant to be. 


I, with a sad, 

Yet somehow contented resolve 
Bow low before Fate. 

Humbled and accepting of those gifts 
Which she has, and still will 


Give to me. 


Lady of Shadows, 
You and your Furies must show me, 
Point out to me the way. 
The path, which I am to take, 
Will be your beacon directing me, 
Through the Earth’s intercourse with the heavens, 
Ever onward toward the knowledge 
Only I can achieve, 
That is 
The knowledge of knowing me. 
Gnothi seauton 


hv — Aug. ‘87 
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Varying Shades Two 





Book of Lies (art proof), 1988, steel engraving on parchment paper. 
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Ever Present 

The blackest shadows, 

Pass before my eyes. 
I feel, 

Their touch, their breath 
Wash over me. 

Whispers of pasts, present, 
And futures 

Fill my ears. 


I am lost in their torment. 


Remember us, remember us, 
They hiss. 
You may never forget, 


Never be free, of us. 


The sharp, keen pain of 
Cold creeping through my skin. 
My mind blunted, spinning 
Amid their dance. 
I am haunted, forever, 
For the length of my life. 
Not free of 


Their hideous presence. 


Remember us, remember us, 
They hiss. 
We are your creatures, 


Your fears and hatreds. 
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They are, and ever will be, 
Here for me. 
Amid my books and furniture. 
Cold and horrible creations, 
Lurking in every corner of my room. 
I cannot escape, 
No one can escape, 


The torment of one’s memories. 


Remember us, remember us, 
They hiss. 
We will always be with you, until 


You join us in death. 





hv — Nov. ‘86 
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Today 
Today, people have eyes 
But do not see. 
They have ears, 
But do not listen. 
They carry on through their daily lives, 
Forgetting, 


That they are not alone. 


They are ghosts, 

Shadows passing in the night, 

Amid a multitude of others. 

Never touching, never communicating, 
What is intrinsically human, 


They have denied 


Why, 

Instead of hatred, greed and 
Misunderstanding, 

Can we not live in peace, cooperation, 
And harmony? 


Is desolation so desirable? 





hv — Dec. ‘86 


40 


All the Good Things in Life 
We are 
Busy little animals 
Living 
In an expanding 
Concrete jungle. 
Having traded green 
For grey 
We have pushed nature aside, 
Becoming unnatural, 
AS we strive 


To survive. 


Like laboratory animals we are 
Packed in cages 

Some big, some small, 

Some stacked stories high. 
Innumerable bodies crowded 
Together, 

Jostling for space. 

Doing in, and being 

Done in 

By our fellow man. 

ok ok ok 

Plush carpeting, 

Mirrored walls, 

Sweet smell of Obsession 
Mingling in the air. 

You are a busy little animal, 


Coming home 
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To your fur-lined cage 


High in the sky. 


Made plump and soft by 
Your easy life, 

You have come to expect, 
Take for granted, and 
Never give, 

You know that you 

Come first 

Nothing else matters. 

kook ok 

Our veins of life have turned 
Cold and grey. 

We busy little animals 
Travel them, 

Trading our legs 

For wheels; 

Moving furiously toward 


Our meager goals. 


Order out of chaos 
A brief respite, 
Then back again, 


Our furious journey never ends. 


With this lack of space 
No room to breathe, 
Our behaviour sours, 


Turns black 
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And fierce with rage. 

Too many animals 

In so unnatural a space; 

No good can come 

From this dreaded death race. 
ok ok ok 

You are a hungry little animal, 
Your life is 

Spread out on the street. 

If you’re lucky 

You have a cage, that’s 

If you are lucky. 

Broken and cold 

Your home may never 

Be secure, 


But you will never care. 


You’re lean, you’re tough, 
You're a crazy little animal. 
You’ve learned to take, 

To steal, 

To beg for what you need. 
Life for you 

Offers you nothing, a fight 
Each and every day, 

And bitter disappointment 
In the night. 

ok ok ok 

If we do survive, 


As most will, 
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We bare our wounds, visible scars 
Which tell the tales 
Of life 


On the front lines. 


We must pay heed 

To our actions, and 

Their dire implications, 

To dismantle this time bomb 


Destroyer of our will. 


“Welcome home to a new way of life,’ 


So says the sign, hung with care 


On your little cage’s wall. 





hv — Apr. ‘87 


44 


Pandemonium 
Time carries on with or without you. 
Your death is insignificant to the world. 
Your friends fade into the mists, 
And are not to be seen again. 
New friends come, and then they too 


Wither and disappear with time. 


You run headlong 
Into an ever shorter life. 
As you move, 


Time becomes scarcer, life more hectic. 


Your life becomes meaningless as 
Impressions come and go at an 

Ever increasing rate. 

All around you becomes a shapeless blur. 
Faces are here and there. 


More impressions confront you. 


You are like a wall, 
Holding wave upon wave of enemy at bay. 
Soon you either break, 


Or wither and fall forever. 


Your world is hard, cold, 

Isolated within itself. 

Every person, isolated little worms, 
Occasionally reaching out, 


Giving an icy touch to others, but 
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Mostly wrapped up in their little lives. 


Why live, 
Ina world like this? 
Who knows the answer? 


Life or death, it is your choice. 


To do good, 
What does that mean? 


LIVE! 


Feel the earth beneath your feet. 

Breathe in the fragrance of the flowers. 

Feel the sunshine upon your face. 

Reach up and grab a cloud in your arms, and 
Feel what it means to live! 


Do not die as so many others have. 


LIVE! 
LIVE FOR ANOTHER DAY. 
LIVE TO YOUR END. 


LIVE FOR YOUR LORD. 





hv — 1985 
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Child of Chaos, 1987, wood engraving on parchment paper. 
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The Lonely Old Woman 
She is here again tonight, 
As every night, 
Seated in the lobby 


Waiting... 


What is she waiting for? 
Whom is she waiting for? 


WHY does...?...never come? 


Soft silk dresses, 

Sweet 

Smelling perfumes, 
Just a touch of blush on 


Those pale wrinkled cheeks. 


What a sorry sight 
This old woman makes. 
This lonely, bitter old soul 


Dressed up to the night. 





hv — Aug. *87 
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Another Song, Another... 
“Don’t be shy, 
Just ask...” 
Hot leather on 
Cold steel. 
Soft lace caressing 
The smooth flesh below. 
Sweating bodies 
Moving to an endless beat. 
“You too can have... 
The finest... 
This country has to offer.” 
What thoughts are behind 
Those sad eyes? 
Is there anything under 
That painted smile? 
Is there a soul, 
Trapped in this endless game? 
“By your table 
For just...” 
A heartless audience, drowning 
In beer and self-indulgence; 
Glassy eyes and empty minds. 
Throw another piece of meat, 
To the hungry crowd! 
The air grows thick and stale. 
Buy a life, 
“...a beautiful babe... 


” 


For just...$.. 
hv — Jan ‘87/2013 
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Theme: God and His Heavenly servants, undated. Ink and paint on parchment paper. 
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Their Secret War 
For them it is real, 
A secret war, 
An enemy on every front, 
Insurrection, 
Within their own ranks. 
We see you, but ourselves are 
Invisible. 
We hear you, but we remain 
Mum. 
To them, nothing is personal, 
Nothing is left uncovered. 
Their game is power, 
They have strength through ignorance. 
With them against you, 
Your future becomes uncertain. 
We are a secret, 
A very real illusion. 
To play with us, 
Is to play with shadows. 
They are like children, playing 
Some silly game. 
Inciting hatred, misunderstanding, 
Distrust. 
They are creatures of turbulence, 
Against all order. 
To fear us means, 
You respect us. We are 
No more your enemies 


Than your friends. 
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They prey on the weak, 
The greedy, the lost. 
Infiltrate and overturn, 
The end will justify the means. 
Take much for nothing, 
They will deny involvement in the end. 
We are forever at war, 
The battlefield is you world. 
Cry not for us to stop, 
For stopping is never possible, 


When we wage a secret war. 





hv — Jan. ‘87 
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For the Spoiled Child... 


A woman, 

About thirty years of age, 
Witnesses 

A nuclear explosion, 
Near her town, 


In E--. 


For a moment, 

A blinding flash can only 
Be seen. 

The ground moves 


Beneath her feet. 


No sound is heard. 

She cannot scream. 

She does not even realize, 
That she has wet her pants. 
Stiff with fear, 


She experiences ultimate panic. 


SHE IS DEAD! 


All done for self-interest, 
At any cost; 

For the spoiled child, 
There is NO price 


That is too high. 


hv — Jan. ‘87 
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SHHH! 
DON’T WAKE THE SLEEPING GIANTS! 
SHHH! 
Don’t disturb them in their lair. 
These shrivelled, little people 
Once grand, now abandoned, 
Left to die 


By their children 





Who placed them there. 


hv — Aug. ‘87 





Blood Edge Stone, 1988, woodcut on parchment paper. 
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The Babysitter 
I am trapped in a concrete cage, 
Serving time through a need to live. 
No sun do I see 
No green, nor do I smell nature 
Its fragrance fresh and 
Full of life. 
Walking an endless run of carpet, 
Checking and rechecking every door — 
God help me! 
Will this never end? 
What kind of sanity permeates 
This foul air? 
A babysitter of the aged; 
There is no sanity here. 
Babbling, miserable creatures. 
Walking, walking, walking, 
Fading into the darkness 
Down another flight of stairs, 
Through another portal of stench. 
One hears their cries, 
There cracked and whining voices floating 
Through the acclimatized atmosphere, 
Pounding persistently through one’s head, 


Laying heavily on one’s ear. 


Weakness over takes me 
As my world closes in. 
I suffocate in their ingratitude, 


Their spirit draining selfishness. 


55 


They cover the walls, come up 
Through the floors, hang down 
From the ceilings, push in 
Through the doors; their eyes and ears 
Are everywhere. 
I am trapped, 
Just me, 


With these beings of misery. 





hv — Jul. ‘87 
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Men of Silver 
They were the guardians 
Of order, 
Under sworn allegiance 
Of a king. 
God and honour meant everything, 
These were their life, 


Their strength, their courage. 


Polished coats of silver, 
Swords of gleaming steel, 
Noblemen and their horses, 


Symbols of light in their dark time. 


These men of silver, 

Have long since perished, 
Cut down by men of iron, 

A cold and godless creed. 
Where order and harmony was, 

Chaos and killing now are, 
Honour stamped out 


By overindulgence and lust. 


Land and people once fruitful, 
Are stripped bare and grown dry, 
By these death machines of greed, 


These hell-bent men on high. 


The banners of justice 


Have grown pale and torn. 
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The rallying cry of “God, King, and Country,” 
Now a weak, dry whisper, 


Lost and forlorn. 


There are in this day 

Few who are born, and 
Keep in them the blood, and 

Life of this past race of men. 
The silver flame of life, 

For this past race grows dim, 


And someday soon, it too will end. 





hv — Nov. ‘86 


58 


A SOUL DEVOID OF FAITH, 
A HEART WITHOUT LOVE, 
A MIND LACKING INSIGHT; 


CAN ONE STILL BE CALLED A MAN? 


Is one to be lost, 
Among night clubs and stores? 

Is one to die, 

In front of T.V. sets and books? 
Can one hide behind lies, 
False faces, hollow images? 

What am I to do? 

Lose myself in society’s torrent? 
Get washed away by the crowd? 
Become a non-person, lifeless, 


Meaningless, a non-human? 


What am I looking for? 

Why can’t I find it? 
What will it take to feel whole, 

Human, alive? 
I want to live spiritually, 

Mentally. Can one escape society? 
Put society behind him, or 

Must he allow society to form him, 
“as he should be”? 

Iam lost, so lost. 
Where do I stand? 

What do I support? 


Where do I go from here? 
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I pause, reflect. 
A voice, deep inside of me 
(or is it somewhere else?), 
Tells me to wait, bide my time. 
Act as you would have always acted, 
As you will always act. 


Someday soon, your time well come. 





hv — 1985 





ION, 1988, steel engraving on parchment paper. 
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Last Breath 
Let the great wheel 
Of life 
Continue to spin. 
Allow these sad puppets, 
To prance around 


On stage. 


For when this great wheel 
Stops, 

And the show has come 
To an end, 

All of us puppets 
Will draw 

Our last breath. 


hv — 1985 
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The Gate to Matter, 1987, pencil crayon on black poster board. 


“Through this gate Time doth fly and with it 


The hours do die.” 


For the Lord of the Gate to Matter 





Come fly with me 
Through this gate of Time 
To a land of 

Shadows 


Where pictures fly 
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Like insects, 
Annoying, unsullied truths. 
A land quite different 
From your life’s’ 
Egregious irrelevancy. 
A man walks along 
A winding path 
Reaching the summit 
Of a windswept plateau. 
He pauses, 
Sets down his pack 
And ponders the sunset. 
Through Hades’ portal 
Fly brittle, 
Weightless souls — 
Lost sheep 
Who through foul and 
Vengeful deeds 
Took life from others 
And themselves. 
These spirits 
Died many deaths before 
This final one. 
Hence shattered and starved 
Of life 
They pass into this kingdom 
Of oblivion. 
Flaming red Fury, 
Tamed and sinking 


Beyond Heracles’ great gate, 
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Sated and replaced 
By the blessed cool 


Of yet another night, 


And the Artemisian eye. 





Crying Tree, triptych, 1987, mixed media on black poster board. 


Why are you afraid? 
Come and see 

Why you 

And your world 
Hate me. 

As you shall see 


It is better that you 
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Keep faith with me, 
Than to shield yourself with 
False security. 
I 
Expect nothing more of 
You 
Than to have the courage 
To stand 
In solitude. 
The creatures of the night 
For company, 
The wind as his bard, 
He settles down his 
Weary bones 
Used to strange beds. 
Herein we have no need 
Of dreams, 
Dry leaves of Hope, 
The hollow underpinnings 
Of your race’s 
Actuality. 
Starvation, sickness, war, 
Envy, malice, greed, 
All are here 
And many more, all 
Possessing of 
My demon seed. 
Sleep comes quickly 
Winged phantom she is, 


Quietly subduing 
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All in her midst. 
He... 
...gets lost... 

In Time... 
But alas, do not despair, 
COME! 
See some more, 
Perhaps you yet shall see 
That I 
Am not your enemy. 
See, over there, 
Art by both brush 
And pen, and 
Music made to calm the 
Wildest heart. 
The beauty of all creation, 
My gift to Mankind, 
Or those, 
That make a deal with me. 

It is enough to know 
Something is out there — 
Living... 
...and breathing 
Instead of just 
The cold, 
Blackness of space. 

Do you not see these shining, 
Bright Entities? 
Can you not hear 


Their voices ? 
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A Siren’s song 
Compelling you poor, 
Earthbound beings 


To cut your bonds 


With Life 
And be free? 
To be free... 
...to wander... 
Aimlessly, 


...amid the atoms... 
And molecules... 
Of Eternity. 
Take the steps you must 
Down through mist laden centuries, 
Over the ice covered sea 
Under whose surface surges 
The hot, putrid blood of 
The Infinity... Life Force. 
Like this traveller, contemplating 
What your future holds, 
What answers lie 
In wait 
Beyond the door to Eternity. 
I beckon for all... 


...to come. 


FOR YOU SEE, 
GODISI 
AND HE IS ME, 


WE ARE THAT PART OF THE SOUL 
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WHICH LONGS FOR 
UNITY. 


I, id, ego... 

...the freedom to recombine, 
To be...torn apart... 

And replaced anew. 

As the old self is spent, 

A fresh self peers through 
The shadows, the... 

Life beyond Time. 


hv — Sep. ‘87 





When the Sun Fell to Earth, 1987, mixed media on black poster board. 


68 


The Twilight Festival 
I can still hear 
Their voices ringing clear 
And true 
To the bells of their churches 
In this town 
At dusk 


On a winter’s eve. 


I was a part of their 
Festivities — I felt 

Their warmth, their joy — 
Could feel their love 

That filled the air. 

But, they could not see me 
Not hear me 

They never knew I was there. 
Alone among their multitude 
I longed to be 

Taken among their number 
To be recognized 


To be — one of them. 


Their celebration seemed endless. 
Glasses tinkled, feet pattered 
Voices chattered, and music played 
Well into the night; 

Sounds eerily mixing 

With the countryside around them. 


Sounds rising heavenward 
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As the stars twinkled 


In ethereal delight. 


With first light 

Breaking through the night sky 
These happy people filled the streets 
Hand-in-hand, singing 

To the tune of church bells. 

Taken away by their happiness 
Eagerly watching — hoping 

It would never end, 

I was left alone 

Crying softly 


In the empty street. 


Morning mist came swirling 

Over their homes, through 

Their streets, around 

My legs — capturing my imagination. 
As the grey haze 

Descended 

This town began to waver 

From the sureness of my sight, 


It disappeared — 





Lost once more to its past. 
hv — Oct. ‘87 


THE END 
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Self, 1987, acrylic on canvas 


“A Eulogy to My Brother, Kai Wolfram von Maltzahn” 


This is the Kai that I would like to remember: 


A happy, enthusiastic and energetic youngster, whose brilliant smile would light up any room he was in, 
and melt the hearts of all of his female teachers. The only time his smile faded was when he would have to 
do his homework or eat his peas! 


I remember the avid young angler, catching sunfish in Rice Lake, and the “rock hound,” on the hunt for 
rare quartz samples at the Strangeways’ cottage, in an effort to add to his growing collection of rocks and 
minerals. 


He could be a serious and thoughtful young man, who would be more interested in worldly facts and 
otherworldly philosophies, than any insipid fictions produced by trifling authors. 


Kai was also a loving and affectionate brother. For example, when I was off to the Junior Ranger camp up 
in the North Country, and Kai would not be seeing me for the rest of the summer, he felt that it was 
important to bid his big brother a “bon voyage,” and a “safe and speedy return.” Then there were those 
letters we exchanged, where I would tell him about my adventures up north, and he would keep me up-to- 
date about what was going on back home. Those letters always made me a little less homesick. 


When the family travelled, Kai was not only adventurous, being the first to delve into the giant cave system 
in the state of Virginia, for example, but he could also be the light-hearted clown, making our humdrum 
stays in the various motels and hotels a little less boring. 


Kai proved at a very early age to be quite the artistic savant, able to work in many of the visual mediums 
such as photography, sculpture, painting, drawing, and printmaking. In every one of these, he excelled, 
winning top marks in high school, college, and university, as well as high praise from his teachers and 
fellow artists alike. If he had just allowed himself to be more assertive when it came to showing his 
creations, I’m sure that he would have been a “household” name by now in the world of art. 


He also knew his art history and practical theory too, and was able to impart it to others effortlessly at the 
college level, as he had done so for a few years at one of the Toronto colleges in the early 1990’s. With his 
knowledge, passion, and enthusiasm for art, he would have been a wonderful art teacher who would have 
had the ability to inspire his students toward artistic excellence; it is such a loss that he never continued 
along that instructional path. 


Iam proud to say that he honoured me by contributing some of his excellent block prints to a collection of 
poetry that I self-published in December of 1987. I still remember how proud Mum was when she saw her 
two sons sitting at the dining room table, autographing a pile of these limited edition books. However, 
though equally proud as Mum, I think that Kai and I were just happy to finish signing anything, as the last 
volume passed through our hands, and we could finally rest our cramped fingers. 


Kai honoured me again by agreeing to be my “Best Man” at my marriage to Joanne in May of 1991. He 
proved to be supportive and helpful when I found myself a bit “scatterbrained” and tense as the big day 
approached. 


He remained a loving, though troubled son to our Mother, after he began what would be his life long battle with the 
twin demons of mental illness and addiction. 
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Mum fought a heroic battle, trying to guide Kai toward help and 
rehabilitation, and many of us, in our own small ways, tried to help here 
too. However, Kai was not always receptive to our help, sometimes 
fighting us at every turn, and so we could only watch him ride his 
emotional monster, and share both in his good days and in his bad. 


I refuse to see Kai as “Mr. Hyde,” acknowledging only his “Dr. 
Jekyll,” his kinder, happier, more interesting and intelligent self, which I 
had the privilege to see grow up into a man. 


If I had the chance to say one last thing to my brother before he 
passed away, I would say, “Kai, thank you for adding your joy and 
laughter into my world, and thank you for enriching it with your 
fascinating insights, and your beautiful artistic legacy that sprang solely 
from your boundless imagination.” 





Rest in peace, little brother, love, Hans Victor. 


rai 
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Kai and I with dad, on a very rare vacation — early 1970’s. 





Kai, ever the clown. Here with our stepfather Ken. 
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Footprints 


One night a man had a dream. He dreamed 
he was walking along the beach with the Lord. 
Across the sky flashed scenes from his life. For 
each scene, he noticed two sets of footprints in 
the sand; one belonged to him, and the other the 
Lord. 


When the last scene of his life flashed 
before him, he looked back at the footprints in the 
sand. He noticed that many times along the path 
of his life there was only one set of footprints. He 
also noticed that it happened at the very lowest 
and saddest times of his life. 


This really bothered him and he questioned 
the Lord about it. “Lord, you said that once I 
decided to follow you, you’d walk with me all 
the way. But I have noticed that during the most 
troublesome times in my life, there is only one set 
of footprints. I don’t understand why when I 
needed you the most you would leave me.” 


The Lord replied, “My precious, precious child, 
I love you and I would never leave you. During 
those times of trial and suffering, when you see 
only one set of footprints, it was that I carried you.” 


+ 


Marshall Funeral Home 
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In Loving Memory of 
Baron Kai von Maltzahn 





June 2, 1967 
Dublin, Ireland 
August 26, 2018 

Hamilton, Ontario 


Funeral Service 
Marshall Funeral Home Chapel 
10366 Yonge Street, Richmond Hill, Ontario 
Saturday, September 22, 2018 
2:00 p.m. 


Cremation 





